It's This Way in Switzerland

ONLY GERMANS can board a plane, fly in Germany, without
a special pass. There is so much red tape and difficulty, so
many rejections, surrounding this that few foreigners even
apply. They just take a train and let it go at that. But no
American had been on one of the larger German ships for
a long time, and I made application to fly the day I reached
Berlin. My authority to be in Germany would expire in
seven days, I had to cross the border outbound by then, so
I knew I had to work fast for the flying pass.
United States Charge d'Affaires Leland Morris, in
charge of our embassy, sponsored a rush application for
this, and the German Foreign Office granted it after five
days of talking back and forth with our embassy people.
But that was not enough. The mere fact that the Foreign
Office directed its issue did not mean I could go by the
Wilhelmstrasse and pick it up. Not at all. I went by there
and was directed to see the general consul of the city of
Berlin, Room 440, Am Karlsbad 8. This is the headquarters
of the Political Police. I went there, found General Consul
Herbert Diel, formerly in St. Louis until the U.S.S, West
Point took all the German consuls out of America. But even
he had to fight with the Gestapo. To my delight, he stood
firm on the point that the General Consul of Berlin should
not be obstructed in his authority to issue a permit approved
by the Foreign Office on the application of the American
embassy. Finally he got his clearance from the Gestapo
chief out in Potsdam, and issued the big brown pass
smothered in the ink stamps of ugly Nazi eagles.
I had to take it to a Gestapo office, an immense old
police station on the other side of the city, to have it counter-
signed. It was late in the afternoon. I was going to fly in
the morning. When I got to the Gestapo office, presented
myself to one Herr Offenbach, I found that, after all, I was
in for a stall.